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PRIEST AND POET. 





WE who have faith in what we have not’seen, 
Who know that there is light 
Behind the curtain of the play of life, 
Walk in the darksome night 
Gazing on faith, a star, that can but lead aright. 


The vain of soul have mocked us as we gaze, 
With questionings unjust : 
Our life may seem unhappier than theirs; 
Both will come to dust. 
But neither they who scoff at faith nor we who trust,’ 


Can tell our hearts they have no other life 
Than this, that e’er annoys ; 
Can satisfy the soul with any hour 
That it fleetingly enjoys ; 
That life is but a game, and we its Maker’s toys. 
A 
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I am not wise, I know not how to choose ; 
But many a transient thing 
In memory stored,—a flower, or a voice 
In the woodland echoing, 
Hath taught me, and my soul doth dream of them 
_ and sing. 


How few will pause upon the busy street 
If suddenly they hear 
Rich melody of some fair lady’s song 
Float from her lattice near: 
I sing among the crowd, but one alone will hear. 


I walked alone, a youth without a friend, 
Till he whom Heaven had willed 
To fill my soul, and willed my soul for him, 
Walked with me, and thrilled 
My soul so deeply that its cup of joy seemed filled. 


O God, it was for my perfection wrought : 
This life is to weep and pray. 

Thou gavest my soul the bitter, and took him 
Its mortal sweetness away : 

- This taught my soul to sing, but her singing is not gay. 


The hawthorn that doth beautify the May, 
Must tremble in frosty pain, 
Must bend its buds before the April storm 
Of beating wind and rain— 
By winter cold and darkness, its summer life must gain. 
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We are made great by struggles and by toil ; 
By vows made when the soul 
Sees, in its dim dwelling-place of thought, 
The fixed way life must roll, 
The voice it must obey, and gives without control, 


Youth that loves no master but itself ; 
Soft for rougher ways ; 
Hopes, fond treasures that in young hearts shine 
Like the silver starlit rays— 
The soul it is that hears, the soul ’tis that obeys. 


The voice came to the heart. Alas the heart! 
Our hearts lead us astray. 
Their gaiety forerunneth our regret ; 
Their pleasure doth betray ; 
And yet I would not curb this blinded heart alway. 


This voice gives the idea that must rule, 
Must be our life, our fate, 
It comes, an impulse, swift, mysterious, 
(Alas! if heard too late.) 
The vows it asks are sweet, vows that consecrate 


The will, the soul and the rebellious heart, 
Forever and forever, 
To one strong purpose : then the heart, 
That struggleth to sever 
Its chains, will love them soon, with love that faileth 
never. 
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Let sacrifice, my soul, be thy sole coin 
Thy happiness to buy, 
Made with a struggle of spirit that shall crush 
Thy own forlorn cry, 
And smile although the tears are glistening in the eye. 


O Christ, thou hast made it of bitter price, 
Tf glorious the prize, 
To bow the head submissively, to walk 
With those the proud despise 
In fellowship, and hold the worldly wise unwise, 


Ts easy ; but to enter on the way 
With adieu to youth that played— 
The brother, or the friend as brother grown— 
Our childhood’s play, and strayed 
With us in wood and vale, who daily with us prayed. 


Ah, this is bitter ; this and many a love 
’T were better left unspoke ; 
And they are severed as the circling vine 
Is storm-torn from its oak. 
Thou lovest best, O Christ, the hearts that have been 
broke. 


Thou walkest in Thy garden in the morn, 
When the night of storm is past, 
And gently dost Thou lift these flowers up, 
All broken in the blast, 
And with Thy bonds of love, dost bind them straight 
and fast. 
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Last night I saw the little crescent moon 
Glide out of the starless sky, 
Like death gone trembling out from his chamber, 
faint, 
With the struggle that those who die 
Make him ; and when ’twas gone darkness was in the 
sky. 


Then from their tombs, the buried stars came forth 
Like spirits from the grave ; 
Like earnest hopes, once fallen, now EES 
Strengthened, and to save : 
And the stars that led the vigil, was the red star of the 
brave. 


- The star of valour and heroic deeds, 
Led out through the dark gate, 
The countless stars of beauty, and of peace : 
Our souls, if they be great 
Thus live through death’s deep night beyond the 
reach of fate. 


And I have consecrated my own heart 
To serve the shrine of tears, 
Where hopes of golden youth, and golden love, 
Are hung like the leaf that seres, 
In autumn: the glory comes, only after the years. 
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' And the Sacrifice I offer is of love, 
To all perfection made 
With suffering, and agony, and death,— 
Death that over paid 
Its purchase: to sacrifice at this altar long I prayed. 


So am I then no poet, but a priest, 
At an altar where the flame 
Is fed with all the youthful heart loves best ; 
Where meekliness is fame, 
And toil, to hide our own, and praise our Maker’s name. 


And when the awful Sacrifice is done, 
And censers cease to swing, 
And flowers are faded, and the tapers dead, 
Nor aisles with music ring, 
Nor solemn chant, my soul unasked begins to sing. 


I do not wonder that my song comes sad, 
That the waning hours depart 
Slowly from me ; that the years have left 
Echoes in my young heart, 
For in that consecration, the heart strings snap apart. 


' My songs are like, upon the barren shore, 
The sea’s unbroken voice, 
That rolls forever, and forever moans. 
I have no choice, 
My harp is mute when I would wake it to rejoice. 
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Ask me for no chanting for the proud, 

Or ringing martial strain ; 
My harp can sing of some weird, mystic dream, 


Or bitter tongueless pain. 
Alone this can she voice, and doth the rest disdain. 


And I have placed whereon I sacrifice 
Flowers, that quickly sere,— 
That go as the hearts I loved before have gone, 
And many and many a year, 
As the odour wafts from the flowers, their voices come 
to my ear. 


And in the middle hours of silent night, 
When the stars live in the skies, 
The vigil angel of my altar place, 
Wakes me in swift surprise, 
Bidding me prepare the morning's Sacrifice. 


SONGS AND LYRICS. 





FRAGMENTS OF AN UNFINISHED WORK. 


GUARDIAN ANGEL’S RETURN. 


ALAS, the soul Thou gavest me: 
I have warned it of its crime, 
I have followed faithfully, 
Stained my robes with earthly slime, 
Wasted all Thy golden time ; 
Useless every secret sigh, 
Or after, from afar my cry. 


When first I left Thy court to tend 

A soul, I took the earthward way, 
Less and less could I defend 

The spirit in its house of clay, 

That grew more round it every day - 
For the spirit becomes, as its dwelling-place, 
Quickly dull, and refuseth Thy grace. 


Master, how thought I to return, 
From my sweet spirit piloting, 

A task for which I long did yearn,— 
To rule a heart with whispering, 
To Thee a perfect soul to bring ; 

And after admonitions, fears, 

Master, I bring Thee only tears. 


SONG OF THE EVIL SPIRITS. 


WE are the spirits of the bitter sea, 

We are the voices of the winter wind, 

The midnight forests echo to our glee, 

For aye we go, nor do we look behind ; 

Nor look behind at ravage in our path— 
Nor look behind at deeds of mortal wrath, 
Our evil whispers make men’s passion blind. 


We are the curses of the eternal lights, 

The starry lights, that glimmer in the sky. 

In day-time fall we from our distant heights, 
Just reaching earth as westward the sunrays die. 
We love the shadows of the midnight time, 

We fill the darkness with its secret crime, 

We groan when sinless morning bids us fly. 


Sweet to us the wail of the drowning child, 

A ery the mother, husbandless, will know, 

And heedless, glide out from the marshes wild, 
And tremble with an unwifed mother’s woe ; 
And burdenless the breast, save for the weight 
Of milk that love should draw, now soured in hate; 
Silenced to the lips where it ought flow. 
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We are the darkened: dreams of mad despair ; 
We breathe the malediction of regret ; 

We from sleeping eyes calm sleep tear ; 

We cannot let the bloody-stained forget,— 
Forget the stealthy step,—the lifted hand, 
The fall, the groan, the gore upon the sand, 
Spilt years ago, but glowing ghastly yet. 


What a burden bear we in our hands; 

Vows all shattered in a passion’s sway ; 

Of wasted youth the flowing golden sands, 
Moist with the tear-drops of sad old-age gray. 
Behind us hurrying dayward is the light, 
Before us is the gloomy sin-stained night ; 
Man reaps of the seed we sow in our evil way. 
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CHORUS. SPIRITS OF THE DEAD. 


Down from the mountains of snow, 
The arrowy rivers run, 
Fleeter than they we go, 
Swifter than light of the sun. 
White is the mountain’s brow, - 
The foam of the river white, 
White and cold, and now 
The stars are pale in the night. 
We have no tears to weep, 
Our hearts are frozen stone, 
We ring our hands, and the night waves creep, 
At our feet and make our moan. 


When the roseate death of day 
Gildeth the tree tops tall, 

Through the dusky holt, we steal our way, 
None hear our footsteps fall. 

On the murky wings of night, — 
We go where the sea waves sing, 

In their song is no delight, 
In our hearts their echoing. 

We have no tears to weep, 
Our hearts are frozen stone, 

We ring our hands, and the night waves creep, 
At our feet and make our moan. 


UNFORGIVEN. 


WHAT s it that you tell me? Is he dead? 

Why only yester night, I sat alone 

By my own shadowy hearth. The ashes red 

Set me thinking of him. We had sown 

The spring-time of our friendship with hopes bright, 
In prospect of a golden fruitage grown 

From love’s fair seed. In innocent delight, 

I plucked and found them ashes all within. 

And now you tell me that he died last night ? 
Why I sat dreaming, and like they who sin 

To shine star-like, and shine, and fall, and die, 

My taper died in socket ; nor could I win 

Me from my fancies. Like a mystery 

Forever silent, o’er me hung a dream. 

The night winds mocked the silence with their cry ; 
And in my vision was one only theme ; 

And all was shapeless as the rushing wind. 

All black! all hate! all shallow, and did seem, 

I slept with hate,—and hatred was the dream. 


As softly grows into the night each star, 

That crowns the east, while yet the west is red, 

So ever brightening, sought me from afar 

An Angel, softest radiance round her spread ; 

And on her countenance, calm; nor frown, nor 
smile— 

The lips can smile ev’n when the heart is dead. 
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I gazed upon the Angel’s face, and while 

I gazed, I felt the Angel read my heart, 

And turned my eyes back to my hate, whose guile 
Was blackened in that light. There was no part 
Of me free from that blackness, o’er and o’er, 

And intertangled were we, heart and heart, 

Like two worms hidden in the inmost core 

Of some fair fruit of Autumn, were we there, 
‘Two blots upon the day the Angel bore 

Upon her wings, and forehead, and fair hair. 

And thus she spoke, “ Pluck out the hate you bear, 
Forgive him all” (Forget, O heaven above, 

The answer in my boldness I did dare.) 

“He can not give me back my broken love, 

And I will not forgive, will not forgive.” 

Than when in love unto its mate the dove 

Flies swiftest, swifter far the Angel fled. 

And so you tell me now that he is dead? 
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A POET. 


I KNOW a spot where daisies bloom, 
Bloom on a winter’s day, 

Wreathing the moss of a poet’s tomb, 
With flowers bright and gay. 


Far more bright are the songs he made, 
Strain on strain in my memory hung, 

When I stood where earth had made, 
Only earth the poet’s tongue. 


Oft he sang of men in scorn ; 
Oft he sighed for faith more true ; 

He loved, and raged, and sang, and a thorn 
With every song from his breast he drew. 
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GONE. 


THEY were gone out from the valley, 
The lilied vale, 
They were gone from the peaceful valley, 
With weeping and wail ; 
With the weeping of bitter tears, 
With the dropping of salty tears, 
As a rain. 


They sat in the lonesome night, 

In the voiceless shade, 
In the mystic unholy night, 

Where the winds that swayed 
The buds of the valley forgotten, 


The lilied valley forgotten, 
Fell faint. 


And he that I loved with the love,— 
The golden love, 
That shakes a seraphic heart, 
Till it doth expire, 
Expire with rapturous love,— 
Was with them and looked not love, 
Again at me. 
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I heard the falling of rain, 
In the rainy meers, 
The dripping like big-dropped rain, 
Of salt, salt tears, 
Wept for a youthhood divine, 
A golden youthhood divine, 
And lost. 


But they came no more to the valley, 
Save in ghostly form, 
Where they whispered in weird, ghost voices, 
In the midnight storm. 
In the storm of autumn drear, 
Rifting the leaves all sere, 
And dead. 


And IT left my soul in that valley, 
That deep dim vale ; 
But my heart by the mystical mere, 
With its sound of wail, 
The wail and flowing of tears, 
Of blinding, hot, salt tears. 
As a rain. 
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A CHOICE. 


Two children on a sunny summer day, 
Aweary of their sport, lay down to sleep, 
And o’er them both one dream an angel spread, 
As two flower cups are filled with one sunbeam. 
And this their dream: she held before their sight 
In one fair hand, a spotless, gleaming pearl ; 
And in the other a coin of shining gold, 
Nor looked at either; but did fold her wings 
Across her brow, that she might not with look, 
_ Mislead their choice; but either choice was good, 
Yet I would not that he who took the pearl, 
Had tak’n the gold. Then gently from their sleep, 
They woke, and each one told his vision. ‘The coin 
Of gold I took.” “And I the spotless pearl.” 
And they laughed an innocent laughter. Then as night 
Stole across the meadows they homeward turned 
By one same way. 

Year on year had passed, 
When on an autumn morning, damp and dark, 
A priest in funeral robes betook his way, 
Down through a churchyard, to an open grave, 
Where the trees were dripping the rain, from leaf to leaf, 
Down through the mists, on the carven names below. 
His face showed he had wept, and when he prayed 
For the dead, two youths at his side, with many tears 
Eased their grief, and softly repeated his prayer. 
Mingling their tears with the earth the good priest cast 

B 
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Upon their father’s coffin. As back again 

Into the lowly church the good priest went, 
That dead man’s two sons weeping followed him. 
One was a fair, sweet boy; and grasping hold 
The kind priest’s hand he said, ‘‘ My father told 
Me just before he died, (I know not why,) 

That I possessed a pearl, and that I 

Should learn of you to keep it ever pure.” 

Then the priest remembered the fair gem 

Of his youthful dream, and knew what wish had made 
The dying father speak, and he gently laid 

A hand of blessing on the young boy’s head. 

He glanced upon the other, but he read 

Quickly in his face, that he had taken 

The coin. The angel brought both coin and pearl. 
Thou hast, O God, marked for us each a path, 
But we are free to leave it if we will. 

The other at his brother’s blessing knelt, 

That he might too be blessed, ere he must go 
Out to the world alone ; him the priest 

Noticed at the grave as weeping most, 

And well he knew for him, in after life 

The world had store of grief, and store of tears. 
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A FRAGMENT. 


How is it that the heart can bear, 
At break of day, 

To burst the ties of sacred love," 

And sever chords without a groan, 

And boldly dare to stand alone, 
At break of day? 


A shadow chased my steps at eve, 
And break of day. 

A shadow built within my heart 

A dream of glorious things for me ; 

My soul throbbed high, but was not free, 
Till break of day. 


I wended o’er the morning hills 
At break of day ; 
Behind me love and friendship lay, 
And eyes then closed on couch of sleep, 
Their bitter tears for me would weep. 
At break of day. 


I stood beside the salt sea shore, 
At break of day. 
I kissed the hand of him I loved ;’ 
The tears stood in his eyes like dew: 
We severed, and I stronger grew, 
At break of day. 
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“THE BETRAYAL OF CHRIST.” 
(AT THE FOOT OF THE SCALA SANTA). 


I stoop by the lowest steps, and saw thy face, 
Fell Judas, and thy lips drawn up to press 
Thy broken faith, upon the lips that bless, 
Even from the chiselled marble, all the place. 
His touch may move thee at thy false embrace, 
And thou mayest yet repent, and not betray. 
But no; alas! thy heart is such a clay, 

It will not soften, even with His grace. 

I knelt on the highest step, and looking down, 
Sweeter, O Christ, and calmer, Thy face was grown ; 
And thou, fell Judas, darkling with a frown, 
Hardened in my gaze the hardened stone. 
Friend, hast'thou never given a traitor kiss, 
Making thyself a mirror unto this ? 
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AN ORDER FOR A BUST. 


Are there furrows on the brow ? 
(I am blinded by my tears,) 

Shape the marble not as now, 
But the calm of other years. 


Lips that breathe the living breath, 
Smiles that grow to life in stone, 
Like a mockery unto death, 
And the bitter life that’s flown. 


Sculptor, heed thy hand craft well, — 
Let but smiles of joy remain, 

Hide the bitter tears that fell, 
When the heart made moan in pain. 


Life had more of tears than bliss ? 
Let it be: the tears are flown. 
Let the world behold but this ; 
All his tears he shed alone. 


We were friends, I loved him dear, 

Then came wrong. Tohim? Tome? 
Wrong to both, since many a year 

Stood between us like a sea. 


What expression ? Take it here. 
He is dying, message cried, 
‘Then I rode,—I dried his tear,— 
An hour we loved,—he smiled and died. 
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PARTING. 


Kiss his hand and quickly go, 
Never again, nor kissed before : 

From the sea the wild winds blow 
The waves upon the shore. 


I lifted to my lips his hand ; 
I rained it with the tears that lined 
My lids: The anchor starts from the sand,. 
And I look not once behind. 


So the friendship that began 
With kindly words, and meekliness, 
Was there and then for aye undone, 
With tears, and a hurried kiss. 
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THE FISHERS’ WIVES. 


O MOTHERS, stand not weeping in the streets, 
Heedless of the children at thy skirts, 
Heedless of the falling night, 
And the cottage windows dark. 
And while the mothers wept 
Afar the sea made moan. 


The fishers put to sea, when the crimson sun 
Fell low; Oh! trustless sea, Oh! cruel sea! 
In the churchyard cold are they sleeping now, 
And the women weep in the streets. 

And now the children weep 

With the women, and with the sea. 
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WHEN THE ORCHARDS WERE IN BLOOM. 


ONE twilight, when soft song of birds made known 
Their branchy shelter, ’mid the vernal buds 

Round their unfinished nests, death stole apast, 

So calm that they hushed not their vesper song ; 
And this was in the time when orchards bloom. 


Three hours long the vigil-tapers burned, 

And yet I could not think that spirit fled ; 

So deep-set was the hope within my heart, 

My tear-blind eyes feigned life, where there was death: 
And this same night the orchards ’gan to bloom. 


The light of morn embraced the shadowed night, 
And hid it in its breast. My tears fell back 

In frozen night that hoped not for a dawn, 

And dried into my heart. A grave was made, 
Where fell the petals of the orchards bloom. 


The eyes grow dim with weeping, while the heart, 
The source of tears, grows hard with cold despair : 
Then flow the tears no more, till some warm touch 
Let loose the icy streams. When years had passed, 
I came and wept when the orchards were in bloom. 


TO A YOUNG PRIEST, AT HIS FIRST MASS. | 
“TU ES SACERDOS IN AETERNUM.” 


O Happy youth! The hosts angelic that know 

The greatness of the Eternal, at whose feet 

They bend, forever chanting anthems sweet 

Anon were startled, when from the depth below 
Thy clear voice pierced the sky, as the morning glow 
Pierces across the world when the shadows retreat, . 
Affrighted all, while through the celestial street 
Their song unfinished died with echo low ; 

But grew again as their wonder passed away, 

To that sweet song, which comes to mortals never, 
Till they be made immortal, seeming to say 

In utter sweetness, ‘“‘Thou art a priest forever.” 

The low earth trembled and high heaven obeyed, 
For at thy voice was Christ before thee laid. 
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SONNET.—THE MONTHS. 


TEARFUL April is gay summer’s root : 

Source of the budding green the holm doth spread 
In vales, and upward to the mountain’s head : 
Life of the brooks hurled downward to its foot. 
Mellow May is the stem, with juices filled 

For every green-barked bough and tender maze 
Of new-sprung verdure in the holm, that sways 
No longer since the winter wind is stilled. 

There comes a morning when the cerule sky 
Makes hill-top tarn and meadow bordered mere 
All cerule; when the warm wind passing by, 
Among the blosm’y fields will pause to hear 

Sweet wild birds from the woodlands chant their tune, 
Like happy nuns uncloistered. This is June. 
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ALAS! 


THERE is a broken wall and ruined tower : 

Both with the ivy’s lasting leaf are green ; 

And moulders in their shadows, what hath been 

The temple of a spirit, that mastering power, 

That for an eternity works through the short hour, 

That life affords,—in ruin and decay 

Is the temple here,—that spirit fled away. 

Poor Dreamer, on thy grave is not a flower ; 

Only the gloomy shade of the pine trees tall, 

That wave to the wind as thou hast seen them wave ; 

Only the evening gloom from the tower and wall, 

Darkening the lichened stone of thy hopeless grave. 

Hopeless and with a heart! Will it live again 

Hopeful? This life is pain, that joy and pain. 
Rome, April, 1880. 


REVERIE. 


I HEARD my spirit sitting, 
Repeating a word,— 
One from the strain of his song, 
Now mournfully heard, 
Like the winter wind alone, 
When it weeps so weirdly wild, 
In the night. 


She sat like a beadsman who prays, 
Bead by bead, 
With for every bead a sigh, 
Till he takes no heed, 
That the rosary slips through his hand, 
While his thoughts are a shadowy dream. 
Ah how dim! 


There should be a face with the song, 

And a hand in mine; 
But the face and hand are gone, 

Poor spirit mine ; 
He is gone as the leaf that fell 
From the trees, where he sang in the moon 
In that happy October night, 

Long ago. 
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There is laughter again in that path, 
Arched tree in tree, 
Glad hearts and sound of songs, 
But never for me 
Save the song he sang for me: 
Never for me other love, 
Save the love I gave him there, 
And for ever gave. 
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NOCTURE. 


Husu, heart of mine, why thus complain, 
The roses on thine altar set 
Were not intended to remain, 
Save in the leaf aseer and brown, 
Save in the smell of withered leaves, 
To teach thee that the fallen down 
Are fairest when the spirit grieves. 


Hush, heart of mine, why thus complain 
True the roses, with the hue 
Of springtime, will not come again ; 
But they were wreathed around thy shrine, 
More for the thorns upon their stem, 
That will not wither or decline ; 
And thou canst not escape from them. 


Hush, heart of mine, why thus complain, 
The roses fell without a sigh. 
They came to thee without disdain, 
The poorest of every altar place, 
Without a light, without a shrine, 
With hardly a redeeming grace, 
To nourish when they felt decline. 
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Hush, heart of mine, why thus complain, 
Making thy altar a place of moan; 

If thou canst not bend and bear thy pain, 
And be to every weaker soul, 

The one strong love that cannot die, 
Firm standing where the storm waves roll, 

Then break; but utter not a sigh. 
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THE SWALLOWS. 


SWIFTLY out of my northern land, 
Fled the swallows, when the wind 
With the chilly evening planned, 
Death to the woodlands green. 
Like mad spirits rushing blind, 
Fled they over the twilight strand, 
And I poor wingless thing behind, 
They left where I had been. 


Cold frozen winter falls around, 
Bleak and bare and colder yet, 
For the snows are on the ground, ' 
And between are the flowers pressed. 
Now I pine in my regret, 
For the friends unfaithful found. 
Would that I could them forget, 
As the swallow did her nest. 
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PHAETHON. 


My father, let me guide thy car to-day ; 
Too lonely am I found, 
Companionless in thy gold bowers, while you 
Ride from dewy morn, till evening dew 
Sweet sleep again brings round. 


Have I not seen thee when the moonshine drank, 
With its ever-hungry greed, 

Adoring gaze of mortals, ere yet day 

Thou deign’dst to close, pause in thy homeward way 
And pat each flushing steed ? 


Have I not risen in the starry night, 
Silent as stealth demands, 

And gazed upon them sleeping in the grain 

Of golden harvest, and drew their golden mane 
Through my own eager hands ? 


Helios stood in the chariot with the reins 
Already grasped to go; 
His face turned from the portals, yet unswung, 
Thoughtful, while upwards the pleading rung 
From Phaethon who knelt low, 
Cc 
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Nor looked at him, but listened every word ; 
Then turned to him and smiled, 
Held out the reins, and left the chariot seat : 
Then dawned the day with fierce and sudden heat, 
Mid dawn-clouds whirling wild. 


Too weak, too weak, O youngling, is thy arm ! 
The coursers sniff the breeze, 
Blown nearest earth, that they never drank before ; 
Then downward, downward, parching the moist 
shore, 
Fresh fields, and sapful trees. 


Fierce fire of noon, fierce fire of a thousand noons, 
Thrown into one short hour ! 
All the world is scathed, and withered, and burnt 
Are men to blackness. Would that thou hadst 
learnt 
Thy strong armed father’s power ! 


Out of heaven, brighter than Helios’ car, 
The king-god’s anger sped, 
Scathing and withering again the flowery land, 
And warping the thirsty lakes to bakéd sand, 
And hurling Phaethon dead. 


At the western gates of the day-time Helios stood 
When, too soon by half the day, 

The panting coursers entered from afar— 

Unchecked ; and, dragging from the shattered car, 
The reins unhanded lay. 


THE STARS. 


WHEN they shine, 
Through the pine, 
On a still winter night, 
Dim and far, 
I have watched them ope the gate, 
For the spirits that await 
Th’ eternal rest. 


As they fall 
Through the pall 
Of the night lone and still, 
As oft one falls, 
I have thought that a soul of hate, 
From within had oped the gate, 
And cast her down, 


Or that a crime, 
In our own clime, 
Stirred the spirit of some love, 
And made her weep ; 
Till, saddened by a mortal fate, 
She rushed through the blest gate, 
To weep alone. 
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These are dreams, 
But the gleams 
Of the stars are only dreams, 
Dim and false : 
For the good we hope, and wait 
Till we see the shining gate, 
Fairer than stars. 


And we pray, 
Day by day, 
And our prayers some are false, 
And some are good ; 
But He that hears us pray for ill, 
Hoping for good, in His will 
Doth hold us all. 


oT 


TO A CLOUDLET. 


CLOUDLET over the mountains far, 
In the unmeasured blue, 
Art thou in truth a spirit strayed 
Beyond the celestial flowering glade 
Of asphodels, and bowery shade, 
Into our dazzled view ? 


Gather thy sister mists, that made 

The morning glories o’er the foam; 
Bind them into a golden chain ; 
Reach them down to this world of pain, 
That I may climb, and thus regain 
My home, last home ! 
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THE VIGIL OF ALL SOULS. 


Winps like a funeral hymn, 

Why fill the midnight dim 

With thy restless, weird, unearthly song? 

We are the dead, the dead, 

Moaning till the morning red 

Frees us, when the Mass will sound.its gong. 
Kyrie, eleison ! 


Cold, round thy lonely door, 

Cold, over holt and moor, 

Frozen in the beck are the imaged stars ; 

Come we on the winds of night, 

Soon we dwell in glories bright, 

When a prayer will loose our prison bars. 
Kyrie, eleison ! 


Gleeds from thy fitful blaze 

Drew from afar our gaze. 

Peace we bring thee. Ask we but a prayer. 

Weeping have we watched the night ; 

Soon like the snow-fields white 

Stretching round us, shall our souls be fair. 
Kyrie, eleison ! 
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Memories of the past we bring, 

And our voices lingering 

On the wind, around the gables blown, 

Shade the dreams of those that sleep, 

Ring the hearts of those that keep 

Vigil late, and talk of pleasures flown. 
Kyrie, eleison ! 


All without in storm and dark, 

And the tapers waste their spark, 

In each cottage window, one by one : 

Like the lights of tenebree, 

In the darkness mournfully, 

We sad spirits glide, till night is done. 
Kyrie, eleison ! 
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THE DESERTED TEMPLE. 


THESE are the walls that once enshrined 
The beauty of an immortal mind: 

The soul is fled. 

Flameless the lamps that hung before : 
Lightless and blue and glazéd o’er, 

Are the eyes of the dead. 

In the arched aisle the tramp of feet 

Is hushed,—the throb of a mad heart’s beat 
Is forever still : 

No more in the blue-vein aisles will roll 
Heart music of the impassioned soul, 
Waring the will. 

Blind with tears or mad with love, 
Scatter not thy flowers above 

The pallid brow or thoughtless head— 
They soon lie withered on the dead— 
The altar is vacant, the priest is fled. 
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LINES. 


THAT was a tender heart so ruled by love, 
Its sighing rolled a wave o’er its sleeping breast, 
As thick leaves tremble around a silver dove, 
Spreading her wings in flight from her hidden 
nest. 
That was a noble heart that grew as dumb 
When its most beloved rained bitter words 
around— 
As a lamb that follows meekly till they come 
To the place of death, with eyes fixed on the 
ground. 
But heart of hearts, what God-good heart is here, 
As kindly full as a chalice that overflows, 
Bareing itself and asking the barbed spear 
To strike and give life-drink to its languishing 
foes ! 


THE HEART. 


ALL things are earthly, we are formed of earth— 
All earth except the heart, 

Which may be shaped of love, or hate, or scorm— 
Scorn the shadow of both. 


Love will destroy the thing it loves, as fire 
Destroyeth as it burns. 

God’s gift is love, it burneth the thing it loves, 
It destroyeth itself. 


Because the gift, like Him who gave, is pure: 
Hence turned to earthly things, 

It blazes a flame of passion, and coldly dies ; 
Bitter ashes alone remain. 


And from the bitter ashes hate is born— 
Hate that is a voice, 

Known like the night-wind from its bitter tongue, 
Its bitter moans and cries. 


All things are earthly, we are framed of earth— 
All earth except the heart, 

Which soon becomes like what surroundeth it, 
And then the heart is earth. 
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SONG. 


WHEN in the barren skies, 
Allua of song, 
Loud shrieks the homeless blast, 
And thy waters rushing past, 
Bear the leaves the red holms cast 
In Autumn, then I go. 


When far across the main, 
Allua of song, 
Far from thy rushing stream, 
On fair waves the sun will gleam, 
While I sit and sadly dream 
Of thee, then I sigh. 


When in the summer morn, 
Allua of song, 

Thou from thy green hill steep, 

Dashing in a foaming leap, 

Goest downward to the deep, 
Loud plashing, then I come. 
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TO A SHELL. 


FILLED with the voice of the sea, 
With the roll of crested waves that are borne 
Shoreward ; with the cry forlorn 
Of a glorious youthhood wasted and worn, 
On the rocks of life. 


Filled with the wail of the sea, 
Of billows that sigh for the golden sand, 
Of waters that rush and kiss the strand 
And fall : once over the sea a hand 
Waved adieu to me. 


Filled with the sigh of the sea, 
With the voice of the dreary night winds flown, 
Homeless over the waves star-strown : 
And to me thou bringest, standing alone, 
Voices that are gone. 
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AT EVENING. 


THE wild bee sleeps in the moon— 
Sleeps in the pale moon ray, 
Swayed in her palace flower, 
Closed with the close of day. 
Hidden like secrets that lie 
Locked in a sleeper’s breast, 
Who yieldeth them up with every sigh, 
Against his will confest. 


Like a lost soul comes the wind, 
Dim, wandering, and blind, 
Seeking the love it lost, 
And lost itself to find : 
And ever onward it sped, 
Nor sat with those who believe, 
That ever and ever the dead are dead, 
And nought remains but to grieve. 


The bee will sleep till morn, 
The wind will come and go, 
But to every nod of the flower, 
Some heart sighs out its woe ; 
And to every stir of the blast, 
In the moonless holt of night, 
Some soul upon the world will cast 
Its wings for endless flight. 
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HEART AND SOUL. 


WHERE hast thou been to-day, O heart ? 
Down where the shadows fall 
Black in the leafless woodlands, 
That yesterday were all 
Bright with the summer flowers. 


What hast thou seen in the woodland, O heart? 
Down where the shadows fall, 

The withered leaves of summer, 
That yesterday were all 
Green in their summer strength. 


They were the ghosts of the summer, O heart! 
But down where the shadows fall, 

- I saw the ghosts of thy dreams ; 
I heard them softly call, 

And one of them walked with me. 


Forgive him, and take him back, O soul! 
Down where the shadows fall, 

I saw the bitter tears he shed ; 
I heard him ever for thee call ; 
Forgive him, he stands at the door. 


SONG. 


WHEN in the silent night 
Soft breathing winds will blow, 
And the taper stars will light 
Paths where wingéd angels go, 
I shall sleepless wending then 
Street on street, and silently, 
Past the midnight homes of men, 
Glide alone and think of thee. 


When in the silent night, 
- Dreams deceitful let thee break 
Thy old hatred, at the sight 

Of my sad face, thou shalt wake, 
Full of pity, full of tears. 

Thou shalt call, and yearn for me; 
Silence alone ‘twill be that hears, 

As now it hears my call for thee. 
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A CHANT. 


THERE comes a day when they who love thee most, 
Will see the cold clay pressed around thy heart, 
When thy gay laughter, and bright life are lost, 

Like a shadow in the night. 
There comes a day when they that have caroused 
In sparkling drink, and cheering song with thee, 
Are clay with thee, and the song an echo lost, 

Like a shadow in the night. 


There comes a day when thy enmossed tomb 

Will give the wanderer but thy empty name, 

And a rhyme of thee, and thy deeds for ever lost, 
Like a shadow in the night. 
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TO-MORROW. 


Must these dull shades that gather round, 
Bringing the early night, 

Fold us in their silent breast 
Until the morning light ? 


And if the morrow ne’er would come? 
Once with a friend I slept, 

I woke at midnight ; all was dark ; 
The stars their vigils kept. 


If the morrow never came, he said; 
We heard the night wind creep, 

Like a ghost ; then turned and slept; for him 
That sleep was ever sleep. 


The word is like a blossom fair, 
Half unopened yet : 

To some it brings their golden hopes, 
To many sad regret. 


Our life is but a changeful day, 
That saddens into night— 
To-morrow the eternity 

Of happiness and light. 


iy 
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DEATH. 


Doss the chilly rain soak down where they lie, 
Cold dead ? 
Does it drip from stone to stone through the gravelly 
shroud, 
On their dreamless bed ? 
It drippeth slowly down. 


Not the sunny drops that fell to earth, 
Sparkling and bright ; 
They soil the delicate pillow of satin, and blacken 
The face death white. 
But marble my love enshrines. 


And after days, piecemeal the marble to earth © 
Will fall, and break ; 
And they who love hie corse can only find 
What the worms forsake. 
But they will not come to him! 


Yea, will they feed, and feast, and crawl him o’er, 
While his fingers keep 
The flower you set between them, faded now, 
And as they creep, 
Ah! yes, but in his heart, 





Are words of love, forgiveness, and of hope, 
Words I gave, 
In the dust of his dead heart like gems in night, 
Unchanged in the grave. 
These the worm gnaweth not. 
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THE EUCHARIST. 


I saw Thee in a vision all of’gold, 

And lights that would benoon a thousand spheres, 
And endless glory of eternal years, 

And strength, with mercy and strong love controlled. 
I saw Thee, O my poor, my humble God, 
Uplifted in a morning's sacrifice, 

By mortal hands, a sight for sinful eyes, 

That lift themselves and gaze on thee unawed. 
The lonely pelican may tear her breast, 

And to her young its living fountains give, 

And dying may esteem herself as blest, 

To see within the nest her young ones live: 

So Thou, but more, since past the death-won strife 
Against our death, Thou livest for our life. 


Thy love is love’s pure fountains that o’erflow 
With waters sweetening every bitterness, 
Refreshing every soul of weariness, 

Watering the roots of every mortal woe, 

Till seed to tree, till tree to budding grow, 
Sweet-nurtured at the root, though tossed in night 
By winds of travail, in a morning’s light 

Stand perfect flowers and pain no longer know. 
Behold I root my soul among the sands 

Upon the borders of the living stream 

From Thine own heart, and take as from Thy hands, 
My life from the strengthening waters, and I deem 
Me richly nurtured, since, in truth I know 

Only in such a soil the soul can grow. 
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NOCTURN. 


Weep thy tears upon the night, 
No sympathy is in the day: 
She is too young, her soul too light, 
To stop and wipe thy tears away ; 
For her heart is only tender, when the hours have made 


her gray. 


In the day the sea is only the sea, 
Fair and broad, and gold in the sun ; 
The voice of the tide is a roar to thee 
Of ocean waves that vastly run ; 
But it calleth up thy tears, when the tearless day is 
done. 


The great-armed waves caress the earth, 
As they fall upon her sighless breast ; 
She is not mother of their birth, 
But of their sobs, yet they love her best ; 
For at her feet they weep—and they who weep are 
blest. 


In tears they call her, but she knows 
No answer till the shadows creep 
To earth, then answereth she their woes, 
Till on her lap they sob to sleep, 
And in this hour do thou call thy dead hopes and 
weep. 
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AFTER YEARS. 


How in the summer night, 
When first we met, 

Bright were the stars above, 
Can you forget ? 


How in the dusky fields, 
When the grass was wet, 

Arm in arm we often went, 
Can you forget? 


That I told you thou wert dear, 
That never yet, 

I had known so true a friend, 
Can you forget? 


Did you not vow to me, 
That misfortune’s threat 
Would not break our fellowship ? 
Can you forget? 


How for me to-day I would 
That we had not met; 

And I feel that thou must say, 
Would I could forget. 
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LINES. 


” 


‘CROMA, ROMA, ROMA, NON E PIU COME ERA PRIMA. 


WHat thou wert, thou art no more, but dead ; 
And the beauty that clings to thee but the wreath 
Of flowers the dead take with them to the grave, 
And like the dead thou art not as thou wert: 
Thy lovers weep, thy haters mock, 

And both will soon forget. 


Thou art not as thou wert, O Rome, but dead. 
The Tiber weeps thee on her slippery shore ; 

No more the same, nor hast thou been for years ; 
Moss-grown and ivied-over are thy tombs, 

The grass and daisies grow 

Along thy narrow streets. 


Thou art no more, but thou hast left a name, 
Even yet a word of wonder to the world ; 

And he that has not looked upon thy face 
Hears it with awe,—his fathers heard in dread. 
So in thy weakness thou hast strength, 

And in thy death doth live. 
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A VISIT. 


BEHOLD, sweet Lord! I come, although ’tis late, 
And I have given the world, Thy foe, my toil, 
Till day is gone, and now can only find 

To visit Thee a moment, when the bells 

Of Ave catch me hurrying past the gate, 

And draw me in to kneel at the outmost door. 
O happy lamp, before thee ever lit, 

Gleaming through the darkness, where I know 
Thou dwellest, and to me a guiding star ! 
Teach me how to pray, sweet Lord, I shame 
Saying, “I am weary,” constantly. 

In her heart she heard His answer come 
Softly : “Child, thy prayer is very sweet, 

Nor will I ask another. On my brow 

Hath hung the beaded sweat of wearing toil, 
When I was weary: take my peace with thee, 
My peace, poor girl, and come another time.” 
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TO THE B. V. M. 


Farr Virgin, could we love Whom Thou didst bear, 
And Thee forget, or lift Him our demands, 
Unmindful that to Thee His childish hands 

Were lifted, and to Thee His voice made prayer ? 
We doubt if we, or Thou, O Virgin fair, 

By Him were most beloved, since being free, 

And only through His blood direct to Thee, 

He turned, and gave us ransomed to Thy care. 

And we are happy with Thee, Mother, we 

Who loved Thee since our pious mothers taught 
Our unskilled childish tongues to lisp of Thee, 

Our unstained hearts to dread the deeds that brought 
The scourge upon thy Son, and from Thine eye, 
Tears that we would gladly die to dry. 


| 


or 


TO THE B. GIUSEPPE SABRE, 


Poor Wanderer! I have loved thee from the first, 
When in Rome’s countless churches everywhere, 

I saw thee painted wan, and pale, but fair ; 

Worn with the long endured hunger and thirst. 

I loved thee ere I heard thy woes rehearsed, 
‘Woes but thou didst make of them a gain, 
Coining eternal treasure from the pain 

Of loth, and wrong, and all the world thinks worst. 
They set no glory halo round thy brow, 

Only the paleness on the sore-stained cheek, 

Only the ragged coat, to show that thou 
Would’st put aside thy glory, and be meek 

Even in thy saint-dom, if the ray 

Of such gained glory could be put away. 
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AUTUMN. 


PLEASANT the gleam of the blazing hearth, 
When the damp winds blow 
The falling leaves, in the shadowy wood, 
And the day falls low. 
Alas for me, 
With a heart as dead as the seréd leaf, 
Sitting alone with my living grief, 
When the day falls low. 


Lonely at eve is the silent wood, 

Where the dim winds go 
To their sleepless couch on the crispéd leaves, 

And the day falls low. 

Alas for me, 
Dreading the dreamful night that brings 
A song forgot, and a voice that sings, 
As the day falls low. 
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THE TRUANT. 


Rose that climbed to my window, 
And bloomed in the night, 
Looking at me as I slept, 
In the dawning light, 
Wert thou as wondered to see me, 
When you ope’d your gleaming eyes, 
As I on waking beheld thee, 
With glad surprise ? 


Tell me, thou runaway rose, 
Strayed from the throng, 

Was the music I heard in my dreams 
Thy blooming song ? 

The wanderer’s song is sweet, 
Sweet and bitter yet: 

Fair are the dreams that lead him, 
Bitter his regret. 


Ha! mockest thou, truant rose, 
On thy swaying stem, 
Far from thy beautiful mates below, 
Heedless of them, 
Dost thou mock me a truant too ? 
I revenge, and pluck thee to fade— 
On the earth the others,—but thou, 
On my bosom laid. 
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A DREAM. 


WE walked again, my brother, side by side, 
In the silent night, 

Across the meadows, by the running stream. 

I told again to thee my youth-bright dream, 

And far above the golden stars did gleam, 
In the night. 


We saw the tower standin the dim moon rays, 
In the silent night ; 
And the shadowy wall with close-entangled vine. 
Close thy hand I pressed in both of mine, 
And far above the golden stars did shine, 
In the night. 


I heard thee sing the touching, sweet old song, 
In the silent night. 
"Twas but a dream of thee and the long ago, 
Adown my cheeks the dream-wrought tears did flow, 
When I waked and saw the golden stars did glow, 
* In the night. 
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THE BARD’S SONG.—FRIENDSHIP. 


Across the rolling sea 
Dare I sail; 
My kindred dare I leave 
Without wail, 
My hand in thine to bind the love that cannot fail. 
Aodh, thou art my friend. 


What flowering tree can bear 
Such sweet fruit ; 
Deep as is the oak tree’s, 
Friendship’s root 
Sinks into the heart, and heavenward doth shoot. 
Aodh is my friend. 


Move landward from the sea shore, 
Yet its roll 
Comes to thee in the meadows, 
Full of dole. 
If thou hast wronged thy friend his voice is in thy soul. 
Aodh is my friend. 


I glory in red battle, 
And swift song: 
I love the silent midnight 
With its throng 
Of eager stars ; more pride I hold in friendship strong. 
Aodh is my friend. 
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MY SON. 


Loup wails the blast, 
Rushing through the night. 
Dead, they are dead, 

Alas! the young are dead, 
Alas! the gay are dead, 
The beautiful are dead. 


The stars saw them fall, 
Saw the father weep, 
O’er his only son. 

What did the stars, 

In the woeful night? 
Laughed in the night. 


Foolish heart of man 
Looking towards the stars, 
Yearning, moaning, faint, 
They have no hearts, 

Look beyond the stars, 
Their Maker’s heart is kind. 


. Drop thy briny tears 
On the dead, pale face, 
For thy own soul's ease. 
He that took his life, 
Loveth him and thee, 
He gave thee tears to weep. 
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SONG. 


THE yellow moon of the morning 
Hung in the western sky ; 

And the whitened sails with a quiver 
Flapped as the wind went by. 


My cheeks were pale with watching, 
The moon far drawn on the waves ; 

Chill hung the mists like spirits, 
Come from the nether caves. 


And I dreamed, and smiled in my dreaming, 
And clasped to my bosom a friend ; 

I waked, and wept in my waking: 
Long ago was our friendship at end. 


But the love I ever bore him 
Was swelling at my heart,. 

For I knew that his soul was loyal, 
Only pride held friends apart. 
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ON OPENING A BOOK. 


Way did I open this page and find 
Withering here this lifeless gem 

Why did my memory ever bind 
Her aching wounds with this weak stem? 


Forms and faces are hid in thee, 
Dreams whose dreaming is no more, 
Silent and withered, thou wakest to me, 
A voice long hushed on the silent shore. 


T will not bathe thee with my tears, 
Hoping in thee life to see ; 

But live in faith beyond the years, 
That will make me like to thee. 


TO MY SISTER. 


THROUGH the mist of vanished pleasure, 
Is a vision haunting me,— 

’Tis the blue eyes of my sister, 
Like the bright stars in the sea. 


How in youth they smiled upon me, 
When I asked her in the night, 
If the glory hidden in them 
Fell not from the starry height! 


Brighter than the white-ribbed daisy, 
Glowing with its heart of gold, 

Were they, and they gleamed upon me 
Brightly, in those days of old, 


And I lost them, but when wending 
On a midnight, came to me, 

Imaged in the waves, those blue eyes— 
"Twas the bright stars in the sea. 
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EVENING. 


Tur day is done, and in the dusking east 
Comes silent-footed night, 

Companioned by a form that flies the day, 

A tongueless silence, they with noiseless way 
Pursue the fading light. 


Night grows along the hills,—the watching stars 
Grow through the gathering gloom, 

And glimmer like the yellow tapers faint, 

That guard, in lonely aisle, the corse of saint, 
That waits the morrow’s tomb. 


Night creeps along the vales,—the lisping wind, 
Like sainted bard of yore, 

Makes melody amid the corded leaves,— 

Anon it changes, wild and weird it grieves, 
With waves upon the shore. 
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THE YOUNG ANCHORITE. 


I witu forsake this sinful flesh, and build 

A solitude—not by yon trippling stream, 

Nor in the cavern of these low sand hills, 

But in my heart, where my poor soul can lift 

Her voiceless pleadings to Thee, mighty God. 

My flesh shall be as an untrodden tract 

Of barren desert. Every blue-veined stream 

Shall course from hand to foot, and back to hand, 
Unheeded less than yonder brooklet’s voice, 
When sleep is on me. If these curious eyes 

Lift their willing veils, and fancy winged 

Soar off beyond the waves of yon blue sea, 

And quick returning fill my heart with sighs 

For some one lost, which sighs when evening comes. 
Turn into dreams of fatherland and home, 

I will bend down into my solitude, 

Leaving unwiped upon my cheek the tears 

That follow such mad dreams. JI will not lift 

My hands, save to uprear the crucifix. 

My tempted heart shall pant as the simoom whirls 
Round and round, but the prayerful solitude 

Shall be as an oasis safe and calm. 

Oh, thus to hold commune with God is sweet, 
This prayer shall be a glint of the golden joy of heaven. 


LAMENT FOR DALLAN. 


THE white moon is in the sky, 

Pale as death. 

The funeral wail is shrilling high, 

As weary, weary passeth by, 

Dim spirits on the wings of shadowed night. 


Dallan sang to the foam-white sea, 

And the sea was still. 

The sages in hall at his minstrelsy, 

Stroke their beards so white to see, 

And listened to catch the wisdom of his song. 


Gone from the shore and the lichened stone, 

Is the poet gone, 

‘There shall the waves forever moan, 

And the desolate winds be ever flown, 

But Dallan walks in the mists on the distant hills. 
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SONG. 


Nor yet adieu: far in the distant height 

The stars are forth, and sacred night is veiled, 

The winds sigh like the voice of one that failed ; 

The frozen meer with snow is crusted white. 
Not yet adieu. 


Not yet adieu: my aching heart must grow 

Apart by slow degrees from that old dream ; 

The vigil tapers with a yellow gleam 

Waste the watch,—the midnight passeth slow. ~ 
Not yet adieu. 


Not yet adieu: too soon the morning red 

Heralds the dawning of a burial day. 

My love is constant, though those lips of clay 

Smile on a withered heart where hope is dead. 
Not yet adieu. 
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BY THE SEA. 


HER young in nest the swallow leaves, 
And soars to sing 
O’er barren plains where billows heave 
Dark as her wing: 
And the morning shines 
From my eastern shore on a sail of white 
‘That bears my friend where goeth the night, 
And my spirit regrets. 


All day on the shore the children play 
At their mother’s side, 
Who toils for them, and oft doth pray, 
As rolleth the tide, 
While the day goes on, 
To the one same voice of the beaten shore : 
And the white sail goes and comes no more, 
And my spirit regrets. 


When the sun withdraws from the shining 
foam, 
To the far red west, 
Backwards again doth the swallow roam 
To her rock-girt nest, 
While the night falls fast, 
And sails, that bear no friend of mine, 
A moment come, a moment shine, 
And my spirit regrets. 


ral 


THE FISHER. 


TuE fisher was sailing along the far seas, 
Where the purple waves and the sky are one, 
Strong-armed to toil 

For his babes behind, 

Where the tide on the shore was swelling, 

To the voice of that weird strange melody, 
That floats from the waves when the day is run 
To its dim, red, westward dwelling. 


From their sport with the kelp and the waif of the 
tide, 

Back to their mother the children go, 

To the low light set 

In their window pane, 

Far o’er the waters streaming. 

They sleep: but the mother turns oft from their side 

To the window, and lists to the toss and the flow 

Of the waves in the starlight gleaming. 


Mother, go rest with thy darlings fair, 

Father will come with the morning red: 

She knows no dream 

Of the men that drown, 

But wakes with a fright in her sleeping: 

From the shore with the seaweed twined in his hair 
He is borne: she starts from her babes in the bed 
With a moan: and the tide is out creeping. 
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THE BEACON.—A LEGEND OF THE SEA. 


“ WHEN will his bark return, 
Long do I wait, 

Idly now the beacons burn 
Eve and morning late. 

Wild voices from the sea 
Mock my endeavour. 

When will his turning be ?” 
Never, O never. 


“Last night I message gave, 
Swift nee tide, 

That thou search shoal and cave 
If he there doth hide. 

Will he from his island lone 
Come to me ever ?” 

Loud made the sea a moan, 
Never, O never. 


When the softened morning broke, 
On the beacon dying, 

Full of awe, the village spoke 
Of a lonely crying, 

That disturbed their midnight sleep,— 
Disturbed them after, ever— 

The ebbing tide its dead can keep, 
Forever and forever. 
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And at twilight ever more, 
While the beacons burn, 
Sounds her voice along the shore, 
* When will he return?” 
Calling softly on his name, 
“* Will he meet me ever ?” 
But the lost one never came, 
Never, O never. 
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_ LOST. 

I SAILED the salt waves of the blue-stretching ocean, 

The mists of the morning were trailing before, 
Behind on the sand with a ceaseless commotion, 

The billows were treading the rock-guarded shore. 
My heart was asad, and the mists that unfold 
Their curtains to let in the sunlight of gold, 

With sadness hung o’er me. 


My bark sped unguided, and oarless her way, 
The listless wind flapping the idle-hung sail, 
Around me was streaming the new morning ray, 
And the vanishing mists were atremble and pale ; 
But my heart could not warm with the fast rising sun, 
But sighing kept urging the salt tears, that run 
Adown my pale cheeks. - 


O brisk came the land-scented breezes of eve, 
The purple sail swelled, and they bore me afar, 
And softly around me the dark waters weave 
Their wavelets, and each one was gemmed with a stars 
My heart felt the breezes and uttered fresh sighs ; 
For the silent day-sorrow will tear-stain thy eyes, 
When the night shadows fall. 


O vain was my search, and vain was to peer 
Towards the dim sandy depths, where red corals 
grow ; 
O surely I felt that his spirit was near 
Me sailing above,—while his corse lay below, 
And weeping I called him; the rocks and the reef 
Made low murmured echo; my heart kept its grief, 
And the waves kept their dead. 


SONNET. 


WHEN I was wandering, in my follying youth, 
In Sicily green-vined, and ever pressed 

With sea-caresses, once when the day sank west, 
I sat on the shore, and heard a song,—the ruth 
Of some strange heart,—the music of its wrong. 
Was it a weird musician’s, whose planning years 
Found but a fleeting moment, ’mid the tears 

Of hurried death, to press in one last song, 

All his hopes divine, and mad regret ? 

High from a bower it swelled, mid waving trees, 
Passing and dying, then stronger and wilder yet, 
Came, as comes in autumnal nights the breeze. 
The singer I did not see, but could never forget, 
That summer evening by the Sicilian seas. 
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A SOLITARY FLOWER. 


BLUE as the sky above is blue! 

I stoop, I pluck thee from thy mossy nest ; 
I gazed into thy open golden breast, 
Apanting for the dew. 

For blosmy mates none other rene 

How like! His manly beauty is as thine, 
A spotless heart, with deeds almost divine, 
And meekness like to you. 


TT. 


O’CONNELL’S HEART IN ROME. 


TaIs tomb for his world-voiced heart, oh, feel how 
cold, 

And with decays chill moisture feel how wet, 

As though thronged round, his people mourned him 
yet, 

Here shrined in chiseled marble where is told 

Of thundering eloquence, whose echoes rolled 

From his own hills, all round to the circled sea— 

And rolled in vain, for they are still unfree, 

And the heart that planned their freedom only mould. 

Yet here to picture Freedom is but just, 

Above his heart, now mute as its marble seal, 

Whose every dream was to itself as real, 

As unto us the shrine of its final dust. 

Alas for human greatness, his bold word 

Is gone, and he, like those whose souls he stirred! 
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SONG. 


MorTHER, on the foughten field, 
I long for thy soft hand across my brow ; 
I long to cool it in the tears that thou 
Upon thy son will shed. 


Soldier, on the foughten field, 
There are tears, and a hand from thy brow to lift 
Thy locks: but ’tis the dew, and the winds that drift. 
From face to face of the dead. 
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THE ROVER. 


AT dead of night, he rose up from his sleep, 
Afar in the darkness died the watchman’s call, 
A voice from door to door, as spirits creep, 
While the stars their vigil were keeping over all, 
At dead of night. 


At dead of night, along the village street, 
And over the river-bridge and far away 
Echoed the weary tread of a wanderer’s feet, 
While behind him, deserted the home of his child- 


hood lay 
At dead of night 
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TEARS. 


SHaApows of night in the sky, 
A sigh for thee in my heart. 

Love for the living is passion, 
Love for the dead a dart, 

That strikes and clings reminding 
That with me no more thou art. 


Stars of night on high 
Begetting a dream if thou, 
Shrined far ’mid their light 
_ Art earthward turning thy brow, 
If thy spirit longs for me, 
As for thee, I am longing now. 


Flushes of day in the east, 
Light and dew of tears— 
Light the symbol of faith 
Triumphant over fears ; 
Tears that weave the glory 
Of happiness, after the years. 
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SONG. 


WGEN the flower-adoring bee, 
Weary with his honey store, 
Rests where evening’s drowsy hands, 
Fold the scented petals o’er, 
In my lonely heart’s regret, 
Willingly do I forget, 
That thou com’st no more. 


When the sighless roses fall 

In the scented evening shade, 
And their unseen death is known, 

By the sweet air sweeter made, 
In my lonely heart’s regret, 
Willingly do I forget 

Thy heart beneath them laid. 


When the bleating flocks return 
Homeward, as the lights decline 
Westward, and the wanderer comes, 
When the first stars eastward shine, 
Willingly do I forget, 
As in dreams thou comest yet, 
And place thy hand in mine. 


LIFE. 


CouLD we forget that we are born to die, 

We might be foremost with the foremost men ; 
To us would every toil be glorious then, 

And not a path too difficult to try ; 

Nor would the great, far mountains be too high, 
If we might after years be firmly set 

Upon their topmost glory, and forget 

Forever, that we crawled there with a sigh. 
Ah! memory, in our intercourse with thee, 

The pictures thou hast painted ever swim 
Before us,—but beginnings can we see, 

With sudden pauses, sorrowful and dim ; 

And in our ear oft rings the piercing cry, 

Of sleepers ’mid fame’s dreaming waked to die. 
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ETERNITY. 


LIKE a little mystic cloud, 
Lost in summer blue, 

Losing its own mystic white, 
For the sun’s gold hue, 

Is the soul that contemplates 

Eternity, and suffering waits. 


It will come: it will not go, 
Not like time’s river, 

It will never, never end; 
But like its Giver, 

Flow on and always be, 

Always and ever, eternity. 
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THE WANDERER. 


His heart is restless all the day, 

His heart is sad, his face is gay, 

The west is red as he turns away : 
Will he come again? 


He sang to himself in the dim star-light, 

His youthful heart was strong and bright, 

To him the darkness seemed not night: 
But his mother wept. 


The first night this from home—he planned 

Prospects bright, in the stranger’s land: 

He had not grasped the stranger’s hand, 
Nor felt how cold. 


The star of evening bringeth home 

The shepherd, and from o’er the foam 

The fisher ; but the youths that roam, 
It doth not bring. 


Home the night wind whispers yet, 

He lingers with a fond regret, 

When crimson day in the west is set 
O’er his own land. 


He lists at midnight to the rain 

Beat loudly on the window pane, 

Then turns his thoughts to home again : 
And a mother prays. 
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THE SONG. 


I sANG a song to one I loved ; 
We walked and he did weep, 

It was a song to touch the heart— 
That the memory loves to keep. 


He gave in return for my sweet song, 
Flowers he gathered then : 

He grew to hate me afterwards, | 
And I sent them back again. 


But he could not send me back the song, 
Nor could the song forget, 

His heart had treasured it for aye, 
And we are good friends yet. 
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FAREWELLS. 


FAREWELL! To those who haste away 
Is sadness and the tear repressed, 
From darkening hope to those who stay, 
Or dimming smiles that ought remain 
Remembered, as flowers in a book 
That looked at some times will regain 
Their wild-field scent, and summer look. 


Farewell! a word to those who stay, 
Uttered when the voice doth shake 
With secret sighs, that steal their way 
Unwilled between the smiles that start 
To cheer another, who must go: 
Then in the clasp doth rule the heart, 
And so the tears in torrents flow. 
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LINES. 


WHEN we are dust, the trees will cast their shade 
Of dim gloomy shadows o’er the place, 

Where fall the leaves of summer time to fade, 
And leave of their bright life, like ours, no trace. 
Moaning o’er us will the sad wind go ; 

Whiter than our winding sheet, the snow 

Will cover earth, and fallen leaves, and dust below. 
When we are dust the world is just the same ; 

The heart that looked up to us, as the violet 
Looks at the tall pine, and with regret 

Loves it; not because the pine is great, 

But that itself is little ; ’tis its fate, 

To look and love and whisper some soft word— 
Too high, too low—sweet whisper never heard. 
Beneath a pine how many violets lie ? 

They all look up, to all it seems so high, 

Never the pine looks down, nor heeds their ery 
And the violets slowly pine, and quickly die. 

So hearts are hard, and cruel, and unjust, 

And life is sad, and warm is the cold dust. 


LVENVOL. 


THESE are the flowers I have gathered, sprung, 

And blossomed in the garden where the past 

Slowly walketh. Though my heart is young 

She seems to love the flowers that wither fast. 

And some are from the books that I have read 
Among the fields, upon a summer day, 

When I was not alone; but they are dead,— 

Hearts like flowers quickly pass away. 

And some are from the visions of my sleep, 
Dreamed-plucked, or when I watched the stars so dim, 
Or turned to the low, white sand where slowly creep 
The waves sad-voiced ; but all, all speak of him. 


THE END. 
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